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INTRODUCTION 


Idraw because it's hard for me to write. 
And, besides, I was never a critic. 
Therefore, explaining the why and the 
wherefore of something is really notin 
my nature. (Ithink of myself as an 
instinctive person.) But for someone or 
something that I consider important 
I'm willing to force myself to do the 
impossible. 80 here I am writing about 
Corben the Great. 

Ifirst discovered his work after his 
underground period—I think it was 
through Den. I don't know how much 
time I spent looking at each frame. It 
seemed like a very long time and yet not 
enough. At that time, I hadn't really 
Started doing comics, but it was a 
pleasure to discover an artist working 
in comics who took great pains to 
render the tiniest detail in order to 
produce an image or a story that was a, 
coherent whole. 


From that day on, I looked for 


everything that Corben had done before. 
I discovered his early black and white 
work. Apart from the basic line 
technique which was essentially 
derivative of traditional comics, there 
was a «Corben-ness» about the 
rendering which was evident even then. 
I felt very close to his approach to story- 
telling, character development and 
drawing technique. Just an overall 
empathy. 


No one draws werewolves —powerful 
and ferocious— like Corben does, as they 
wouldbeifthey could be. They're a 
totally effective visualization of cruelty, 
without a single hair out of place. 
Naturally, and fortunately, I'm not the 
only one who is fascinated by the cruelty 
he depicts. And if it weren't for this 
fascination I wouldn't be sitting here 
writing about his book. I say «book» and 
not «collection of short stories» because, 
by putting together all his works 


dealing with werewolves, Corben has 
&iven us an overall view of the evolution 
of his styles from the year dot. And we 
can see that in spite of obvious 
refinements of his technique over the 
years, the werewolf hasn't really 
changed. His form has remained the 
same and he is just as violent as ever. 
Yet each werewolf is perfectly suited to 
the tone of the story he is in. And all the 
Stories, in one way or another, pit the 
werewolf against Woman. Different 
women, but always identical—soft, 
vulnerable, voluptuous, and endowed 
with the anatomical exaggerations that 
only Corben can get away with drawing. 
In spite of all this, his women are never 
abstract goddess figures... they're real 
enough and embody every red-blooded 
man's ultimate desire. I wanted to sound 
philosophical, but I guess I've just ended 
up sounding like a horny Italian. 


Gaetano Liberatore 
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WHAT A LONELY STREICH VI x 

OF ROAD. АТ LEAST | 141 LEKE HERE AND 

THE MOON LIGHTS DENSE TREES STRANGLE 
THE WAY J ITS RAYS IN INTO SCATTERED 


STEAPY BOY. 
WE'LL REACH, 
BARON TALBOTS 

HOUSE SOON! , 


HURRY! GIDDAP! 
STRANGE CREATURES 
INHABIT THIS LEPROUS 

LAND / 


LUCANKEUTZ 


YES, FRIGHT FREAKS, WE'RE ENCOUNTERING 
ANOTHER FOREST F/ÉND / BUT THERE 15 A 
DIFFERENCE THIS TIME. THIS TREMBLING 
TRAVELER IS AN ENTERPRISING OLD COOT 
WITH A PLAN TO AID THE MEEK FOLKS OF 
THIS PLAGUED LAND... AND HIMSELF. 


FOR GODS SAKE, 
OLS 


GIVE ME REFUGE. І 

BEG OF YOU LEST 

I PERISH AT YOUR 
DOOR. 


BARON TALBOT, I'M 
LAWRENCE CARDIFF AND 
I'VE COME MANY MILES WITH 
YOUR COMMUNITY'S MOST 
URGENT DESIRE/ 


IS MORE SUITED TO YOU. YOU'RE 
^ FOOL! YOU'VE COME A LONG 
WAY ON A PERILOUS JOURNEY 
FOR NOTHING...IN FACT, YOU'RE 
VERY LUCKY TO HAVE MADE IT 
TO THE SANCTUARY OF 
THESE STONE 


+ EU? LAWRENCE LAMEBRAIN Y 


/ HOW 16 IT THAT YOU KNOW SO 
MUCH ABOUT THE EVIL BY 
b WHICH WE ARE CURSED? 


ГА 


YES! I KNOW A CREATURE OF 
| SUPERNATURAL HORRORS ROAMS / 
THESE WOODS ON NIGHTS OF 
THE FULL MOON. IT IS A 
WEREWOLF I 


“EVEN A MAN WHO'S 

PURE OF HEART, 
AND SAYS HIS PRAYERS 
BY NIGHT... 

MAY BECOME A WOLF! 

WHEN THE WOLFBANE 

\ BLOOMS AND THE AUTUMN А 

D. MOON IS BRIGHT. 


I AM A SCIENTIST AND HAVE 
MADE A STUDY OF LYCANTHROPHY. 
MY RESEARCHES HAVE SHOWN ME 

A CURE FOR YOUR MALADY THAT 

IS NEARLY ALWAYS EFFECTIVE. 


Š i BEHOLD THE INCREDIBLE I CAN'T BELIEVE I SAT ) 
HMMM... WELL SILVER-FANGED FLEA! LIST 
TELL US! -.YOU'RS FOR ONLY RERE AS. | N 
== 349975. EASY „= 
κ 


THROW HIM 
BACK OUTSIDE! з 


I THOUGHT YOU'D 
BE RECEPTIVE. THROUGH NG 
LABORIUS SELECTIVE BREED! 2 
SURGICAL AND GENETIC MANIPULATION N a - 
AND SUPERNATURAL [NVOCATIONS, I | і IT LL WORK I TELL YOU.’ WE 
HAVE DEVELOPED A STRAIN OF WEREWOLF WILL ITCH TO 
PREDATOR THAT IS ATIRACTED DEATH FROM MY FLEAS 
“ONLY TO WEREWOLVES: DEADLY BITES. 
o 


a 


AS CARDIFF POUNDED THE TABLE, POINTED OUT THE SUPERIOR QUALITY OF HIS 
PRODUCT, AND CUT HIS PRICE FOR HIS VERY SPECIAL FRIENDS, A FOOLISH GIRL. 
J УЛО. HER HOME, HAVING DELAYED MUCH Too LONG ON HER ER 


F У CEASED AND AFTER A WHILE A RAGGED PEASANT BEGGED AN 
SAVE SOUNDS, FINALY SENG FORTH THE BLOODY REMAINS OF THE GIRL. 


CARDIFF, WE'LL BUY YOUR 
BARON TALBOT... ІТ IS MY FLEAS, AND THEY'D BETTER 
CHOKE: DAUGHTER. I TOLD HER WORK LESS YOUR ROTTEN 
NOT TO GO COLLECTING MUSH- HIDE BE ΕΟΒΕΕΙΤ. 
ROOMS AND MOON FLOWERS 
TONIGHT / 


YOU MADEA 
WISE DECISION, 
MY LORD! 


TONIGHTS BLOODLUST IS QUELLED. 
=] | SEE THE MOON SETS. TOMORROW 
I'LL MAKE THE PREPARATIONS το 
A, INSURE THE BEAST'S WELL 
DESERVED DEMISE. 


A BRIGHT DAWN VAINLY SOUGHT TO CHEER THE GLOOMY FOLK OF TALBOT CASTLE. 
ONLY CARDIFF THE FLEA SALESMAN, ABOUNDED WITH ENTHUSIASM. 


OH, WHAT AAA F 
BEAUTIFUL MORN, 
OH, WHATA NG 


BEAUTIFUL DAaay, 


STOP THE SINGING ! WE'LL 

ACCOMPANY YOU AND JUDGE 

YOUR PREPARATIONS. BUT I 

INSIST THAT YOUR ATTITUDE 

BE SOLOMNLY SYMPATHETIC 
ТО OUR PLIGHT / 


ATIRACTED ONLY 
TO WERE- , 
^. WOLVES! 


THE PLAN IS 

SIMPLE MY LORD BARON. 
WE'LL VISIT THE MOST 
RECENT LOCATIONS OF 
VICTIM'S DEATH'S AND 
LEAVE A SHEEP'S CARCASS 
WHOSE WOOL HAS BEEN 
INFESTED WITH MY 

BLOOD THIRSTY 
Buss / 


THAT SHOULD DO IT, BARON 
TALBOT. IT IS NOW NEARING 
DUSK. AFTER THE MOON 
RISES, Z CAN HOPE 
THE ZY- CAN-THROPE 
WILL PASS NEAR, 
STOP FOR A FEW 
BITES OF THE SHEEP AND 
BE BITTEN HIMSELF HE'LL 
, BE DEAD BY MORNING. 


NOT QUITE! 
THERE'S SOMETHING 
ELSE WE CAN CO TO 

MAKE SURE THE PLAN 
SUCCEEDS. 


GRAB НІМ, BUFFORD.' I THINK 

WELL HAVE BETTER LUCK LURING Å 

THE WOLFMAN IF THERE 15 p 
LIVE BAIT AVAILABLE / 


OH, DEAR! THE SUN IS SINKING) 


SOON LUNA WILL EXPOSE 
ITS GHASTLY HEAD. 


WHAT? 

++ A FIGURE 

APPROACHES, 
WHO IS IT 7 


OH, WOoo& / THE FLEAS WILL DO THEIR 
JOB ALL RIGHT; BUT IT'LL BE TOO 
LATE FOR ME/ 


Fim BORAK, 
THE PEASANT! 


FEARED THE 
FLEAS. YOU'RE 
THE WOLF! 


Pp 


YOU ARE VERY 
OBSERVANT, BUT IT 
WON'T DO YOU ANY 

GOOD. YOU WILL 
BE DEAD SOON y 


I IMPLORE You 
PLEASE 47 
IHAVE SOMETHING 


FOR E IF you‘ LL 
SPA ΜΕ 


WAIT/ τ BEG OF YOU. SURELY 
YOU MUST KNOW THAT IF YOU 


TOUCH ME,IT WILL CAUSE 
YOUR OWN DOOM / 


WHICH BRINGS US 
TO WHY I'M HERE NOW. 
I CAN KILL YOU 


| WITHOUT GETTING THE 


FLEAS... WITH A ROCK, 

THEN 1 COULD LEAVE 

THIS LAND THAT IS SUDDENLY 
DANGEROUS TO ME / 


DIA How. vou 
FOWL BEAST. IT 
WILL 8E YOUR 
LAST! 


N . — 
f POOR CARDIFF THOUGHT HE WAS 
TREATS i xx GOING TO GET 500 POUNDS FROM 
OE : і 1 ME. HEH, HEN, HEH! HE WON'T 
5 N B ul | NEED IT NOW / 


BUT HE MIGHT 
BORAK WAS GENER- CHANGE HIS MIND. 
0US IN GETIING 
OUR FEE FOR 
US! d 


С ENDS OUR 
BITING TALE. I 
KNOW YOU'RE ITCHIN' 
FOR MORE SO 
FLEAS DION'T GET SCRATCH ON TO 


you ! | MY NEXT TIDBIT ^ 
°° HOW 2 


à | «2 4 
the end 


/ READY FOR A HARROWING HALLOWEEN TALE, FALL 
FRIGHT FREAKS? THIS ONE'S ABOUT A CERTAIN HIRSUTE 
INDIVIDUAL WHO UNDERGOES A PERIODIC... E" 


inte somethin 
comiortable 


AUTUMN: THE RUSTLING SKITTER OF DRY DEAD LEAVES, SWEPT ALONG CHILLY CONCRETE.. 
THE AVATAR OF NATURE'S ANNOS DEATH, THE AUGURY OF WINTER'S ICY GRIP. . 


GET 3 YEAH... I'LL BET HE RENTED 
LOADA Tuis x 7 ІТ. ІТ SURE AIN'T NO HOME-MADE 
COSTUME. HE'S PROBABLY GOING 

TO ΟΝΕ OF THOSE GROWN-UP. 
(^t, MASQUERADE PARTIES.. 


GUY, TIMMY! HE'S 
GOT A REAL С05- 
TUME... LOOKS JUST 
LIKE THE WOLF- 

MAN IN THE 
MOVIES... _ 


AUTUMN: A TIME OF CHANGE...IN WEATHER, IN NATURE'S COLORS, IN APPEARANCES. 
A TIME OF IMPERSONATION, OF BOGUS GOBLINS AND WITCHES, PRANKS AND PLEASURES 
. THE TIME OF HALLOWEEN... 


HE EVEN WALKS LIKE 
THE WOLFMAN DOES! DIDJA EVER 
SEE ANYTHING SO NEAT? LV SONA | 

TOUCH HIS COSTUME. Р” 


I DUNNO, JIMMY. YOU KNOW 
HOW STRANGERS ARE.. ESPECIALLY | 
GROWN-UP STRANGERS. HE 
MIGHT NOT LIKE IT... 


I'M NOT GONNA HURT 


HIS LOUSY COSTUME. BESIDES, 
N WHATS HE GONNA DO ABOUT. 
Ў - BITE ME? 


I STILL DON'T THINK 
IT'S A GOOD IDEA, JIMMY. YOU 


NEVER KNOW WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN. 


MY MA ALWAYS SAYS... 


YOUR MA. DON'T 
YOU EVER DO ANYTHING 
WITHOUT ASKIN' YOUR MA? 


AUTUMN: THE YEAR'S FREAK..THE SEASON OF THE WITCH, CLOAKED IN MYSTERY 
AND SHROUDED WITH A FACADE OF FALSE APPEARANCE 


HEY, MISTER, THAT'S A 
PRETTY GOOD GROWL... JUST 
LIKE A REAL WOLFMAN. 


^... AND YOUR MASK 
I$ STUCK ON REAL 
TIGHT, TOO... 


AUTUMN: A TIME OF CRYSTAL CRISP AIR, BITING WINDS, GIBBOUS MOONS... AND MURDER... 
SAVAGE PRIMORDIAL MURDER COMMITTED BY THE BEAST OF SLASHING CLAWS AND FANGS... 


1-175 NOT 
MASK..! 


HE'S A R-REAL 
WOLFMAN! 
mt 


AUTUMN: A TIME OF IRREVOCABLE 
CURSES OF MOONS AND META- 
MORPHOSIS... OF LYCANTHROPY... 


AGAIN... I'VE KILLED 
AGAIN! IT'LL NEVER END... 
AND WHY SHOULD IT? 


WHY SHOULON'T 1 
REVEL IN THE PRIMITIVE 
THRILL OF KILLING, THE 

WILD ABANDON OF A 
HEALTHY ANIMAL...FEEL- 
ING THE SURGE OF POWER 
THE TINGLE OF INSTINCTS 

AS NO HUMAN 
POSSIBLY CAN? 


NOT LIKE BEFORE... IN GRIMSTONE'S 
SORDID FREAK SHOW, WHERE FREEDOM 
TRANSLATED INTO FIFTY BUCKS A WEEK 

AND ALL THE FREE SAWDUST 
YOU WANTED! 


THE LOCAL BILLIARD EMPORIUM... A NIGHT ТО 
HARRASS OTHERS, TO GAPE AND SNEER, TO 
TAUNT AND ЈЕЕВ ... 


YEAH, LOOK AT 


HALLOWEEN: A NIGHT LIKE ANY OTHER. FOR 
A GROUP OF INDOLENT TOUGHS LOITERING OUTSIDE 


HEY, CATCH THE TRICK-OR-TREATER! | Ñ 
A LITTLE BIG TO BE DRESSED LIKE 
h THAT, DON'TCHA THINK > - p 


B 53 HIM... HE'S THE BIG, BAD 
^ WOLF... AM I'M LITTLE 
RED RIDING HOOD! 


LYCANTHROPY: THE INEXPLICABLE MIRACULOUS 
TRANSFORMATION FROM SENSES-DE ADENED MAN TO 
VIBRANTLY- ALERT BEAST... THE AGES-OLD CURSE 
WHICH COMPELS ITS VICTIM TO REJOICE IN THE 
EXULTATION OF TRIUMPH... ΤΟ RENOUNCE MUNDANE 
SOCIETY'S PASSIVITY... 


THAT'S THE WHOLE 
IDEA, ISN'T IT? TO BE 
FREE... TOTALLY 

FREE .. AS FREE А5 

AN ANIMAL. 


HEY, BIG BAD WOLF, YER 
GONNA HAFTA HUFF AND PUFF 
| AND BLOW US ALL DOWN IF 
k YOU WANNA GET PAS; 


..'CAUSE WE'RE BLOCKIN' — ^ 
THE PATH TO GRANDMA'S HOUSE! 
SO WHATCHA GONNA DO 
ABOUT IT, HUH? 


— «» N 
ET $ 

MIGHT: А TIME IN WHICH THE - NIGHT: A TIME OF UNCERTAINTY 
FAMILIAR BECOMES OBSCURE THE OTHERS DIDN'T .. Å TIME TO SUBDUE THAT 


AND DOUBT TRANSCENDS MIND BEING MOLDED N UNCERTAINTY UNDER A VENEER 
CERTAINTY... A TIME FOR 1 TO GRIMSTONE'S EVERY OF BOLSTERED CONFIDENCE... 


BROODING INTROSPECTION. WHIM... THEY WERE CON- 
mm 2 = TENT TO GIVE THE MONEY 
I LIVE 10 KILL...TO TO HIM AND KEEP THE , NICE COSTUME 
( KILL FOR FOOD OR IN BODIES FOR THEM- YOU'VE GOT THERE, MISTER 
DEFENSE...TO KILL HONESTLY, SELVES. yy JOU SURE LOOK REAL 


HORR/BLE.GOING TO A 
MASQUERADE PARTY. ? 


THEY WERE 
WHINING PAWNS... BUT 
ME, 1 MUST BE FREE... |] 
FREE TO CHOOSE 
WHOM I KILL.. 


à TO SATIATE A NATURAL 


€ 
E RAVING ... Ж 
...NOT LIKE 7 


GRIMSTONE... 
( FORCING ME AND THE 


OTHERS TO ROB AND 
MURDER UNSUSPECTING 
RUBES... 


HIS THREATS 


NIGHT: A TIME TO DIE... GRIMSTONE HAS MEAN NOTHING 
ABRUPTLY, FIERCELY, TERRIBLY NO HOLD ON ME...I TO ME... HE'LL NEVER 
... WITH UNMITIGATED TERROR DON'T NEED HIS TRAVEL- CATCH ME... 

A CHOKING OF SOUR BILE SEAR- ING CARNIVAL TO LURE 


ING A SHRIEKING THROAT... VICTIMS LIKE THE 
OTHERS DO... ш IM FREE... 


== : AND WILDS 
IM NOT E 
LAZY OR COMPLACENT. 
I FIND MY OWN 
PREY. 


NIGHT: A TIME WHEN THE DISTANT UNLIKELY BECOMES THE DREADED POSSIBLE WHEN THE WITCHES’ 
SABBATH OF ALL HALLOWS EVE COINCIDES WITH THE FULL MOON OF THE WOLF... 


ЕСТЕ 


THE MOON BECKONS N 
ME TO FOLLOW... OUT OF THE 
FILTHY SOOT... CHOKED CITY'S 
TURMOIL... AND INTO THE 
CLEAN WILDERNESS WHERE 
1 CAN ROVE FREE.. 


FREE AS THE 
WINDS... FREE AS THE 
MOON ITSELF! 


THE WILDS: CONDUCIVE TO RUTHLESSNESS... WHERE THE LAW OF THE NAKED AND THE SAVAGE 
HOLDS BRUTAL SWAY, WHERE THE VICTOR DRINKS THE HOT BUBBLING NECTAR OF THE VICTIMS LIFE.. 


A < 


GRIMSTONE'S 
SHABBY LITTLE CARNIVAL 
COULD SCARCELY OFFER ME 
REWARDS AS RICH AS 
THIS FEELING OF UNFETTERED 
BLOODLUST... 


DW - OR THE 
72, OPPORTUNITY TO SEEK 
BLOOD AND FLESH WHEREVER 
1 CHOOSE... SUCH AS THIS 
ISOLATED OLD 
MANSION... 


L ΕΕ, A NIGHT EMPLOYED BY MANY AS ΑΝ EKCUSE 
44 DANE EN NGAGE ІМ MERRY-MAKING, TO PARTY.. 


SO MANY... 
SO VERY MANY OF 
THEM UPON WHICH 
. TO FEAST... 


LYCANTHROPY: THE AMBIVALENT AFFLICTION 

WHICH ENDOWS 116 HELPLESS VICTIMS WITH 

THE DUBIOUS VIRTUES OF A BEAST, WITH 
LIGHTLY PADDING STEALTH... 


IF I ENTER 
THROUGH THE BACK 
DOOR, 1 CAN TAKE 

THEM ONE AT 

A TIME... 


PROLONGING 
THE PLEASURE OF 
THE KILL... 


A PARTY: THE TIME FOR BANAL, EMPTY «AND FOR DEMENTED HORROR... 
CONVERSATION. FOR ICED DRINKS... 


A PARTY: A TIME FOR THE UNEXPECTED, THE ANOMALOUS... 
A TIME FOR SHOCKED INCOMPREHENSION, FOR STARK-EYED DISBELIEF... 


S 
W-WHAT 21 
IT'S IMPOSSIBLE... 
HE HAS THE SIRENGIH 
OF TEM MEN..!! 


THE NIGHT: A TIME FOR FATE TO PLAY ITS 
CAPRICIOUS MELODY OF MYSTERY... 


YES, MY FRIEND, WE ARE 
CELEBRATING HALLOWEEN...IN FACT, 
IT IS OUR FAVORITE DAY 
OF THE YEAR. 


YOU ARE SURPRISED, OUR FRIEND, THE, 
WOLF? YOU THOUGHT 


US EAS - N — 
PICKINGS? A HELPLESS BUT WE COMPRISE 


GROUP OF HALLOWEEN NOT THE USUAL 

CELEBRANTS... PERHAPS GATHERING OF CELEB- 

A BIT TIPSY FROM TOO ж 3 RANTS ... NO, WE ARE 
MUCH DRINK ..? / MUCH DIFFERENT.. 


THE N 
VAMPIRE..!! NO, 
IT CAN'T BE! 


HALLOWEEN: A TIME OF MASAUERADING...AS THAT WHICH YOU CAN NEVER BE... 


WE LIKE TO MASQUERADE YES, WE 7 GRIAASTONE! ` 
ОТЕ “ο 
AS HU, йн RD! 
COUNTENANCES FOR MANG 908238 
GRISLINESS? 


YOU ARE SURPRISED 
TO SEE YOUR OLD FRIENDS, 
MY WAYWARD WEREWOLF? A 
PITY YOU CANNOT JOIN US IN 
OUR FESTIVITIES...LIKE 
2 OLD T/MES... 


-- BUT YOUR RECENT 
TREACHERY PREVENTS 
THAT. FOR, UNL/KE THE REST 
Å OF US, YOU ARE A CHILD OF 
THE NIGHT FOR ONLY BRIEF 


- PERIODS OF TIME... 
WI егу — 
"t. > А DEG 


RE REIGNS 

HALLOWEEN: A STRANGE NIGHT... A HEINOUS NIGHT WHEN THE DARK SIDE OF NATU 

SUPREME AND THE FORCES OF GOOD ARE HELPLESSLY SUPPRESSED..A LUNATIC NIGHT WHEN 
EVIL DEVOURS EVIL... 


YOU ARE A WOLF 
ONLY UNDER THE FULL 
MOON... AT ALL OTHER 

TIMES YOU ARE HUMAN... 


... WITH HUMAN COMPUNCT/ONS 
AND A CONSCIENCE WHICH MIGHT 
FORCE YOU TO REVEAL TO THE AUTHOR- || 
ITIES THE MORE D/ABOLICAL 
ASPECTS OF MY CARNIVAL OF 
FEAR. THAT WOULD 
NEVER DO. 


EC چ‎ 
YOU'D 
AND sO 73 3 THINK THAT А 
που MUST REJOIN WOLFMAN, ABOVE 
MY CARNIVAL... 2 ALL OTHERS WOULD 
> KNOW BETTER THAN TO 
JUDGE BOOKS BY THEIR 
COVERS...ESPECIALLY 
ON HALLOWEEN NIGHT. 
TOO BAD GRIMSTONE'S 
TRAVELING CARNIVAL 
WAS PASSING 
THROUGH TOWN, 
EH, FEAR 
FIENDS? 


: AS FOOD FOR 
YOUR FELLOW 
EMPLOYEES! 


THE PACK GREW BOLDER THAT WINTER. DRIVEN BY 

N HUNGER. OR A DARKER HUNTING URGE. THEY CREPT 
FROM THEIR HIDEY-HOLES. FIRST TOWARD THE ISOLATE 

SETTLER'S CABINS -- THEN TOWARD THE TOWN OF 


NEW FREEDOM ITSELF 


GOD FORGIVE US REVEREND! 
THERE WAS NOTHIN' WE COULD 
DO. | WAS STANDIN' BY YONDER 
LAMP WHEN | SAW 'EM RUNNIN 
DOWN THE STREET AFTER HER 


^ HORRIBLE SIGHT IT WAS, SIR! 

THEIR EYES WERE LIKE GLOWING 

COALS. THEIR BREATH ROSE 
LIKE AMIST AS THEY RAN 


OH, SIR, IT FRIGHTS ME TO 
SPEAK OF IT! MIDST THE SILENT 
PACK, THERE WAS A SHAPE 
NOT COMPLETELY BEAST, 
NOT COMPLETELY MAN 


АҮЕ, WATCHMAN BEETLE 
HOUNDS OF HELL. RACING IN 
THE MOONLIGHT. BUT TELL 
ME AGAIN ... WHAT OF THAT 
OTHER THING YE SAW? 


THAT LOPED BETIMES ON 
TWO LEGS, THEN ON ALL FOURS. 


ITS EYES ... BURNED 


INTO MY SOUL AS IF THE 


BEAST KNEW ME! 


REV. EDWYN WHYMPER TURNED TOWARD 
THAT STRANGE. HIGH HOUSE ON PARCHMENT HILL 
WITHIN, THE MASTER OF THOSE DARK HALLS NOTED 
HIS COMING WITH AMUSEMENT, HIS TALL FIGURE 
GLIDED LANGUIDLY DOWN THROUGH MYSTERIOUS 

LEVELS TO GREET THE RELUCTANT CALLER 
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AH, REVEREND WHYMPER 
| THOUGHT 1 RECOGNIZED YOUR 
MINCING STRIDE. ENTER FREELY 
BUT PLEASE, LEAVE SUCH 
EXORCISMS AS YOU FAVOR 
WHO DISTURBS MY p BEYOND MY DOORSTEP 
MORNING PEACE? 


THERE IS NO PEACE 
BENEATH GOD'S GOOD SKY 
THIS DAY, WARLOCK! OPEN 
THY DOOR, | SAY, THAT | MAY 

TALK WITH THEE! 


ГУЕ NOT СОМЕ TO FIGHT 
THEE, JONATHAN FLINT -- E'EN 
THOUGH YE WALK THE BLACK 

PATH AND PRACTICE 
FOUL SORCERIES 


SLGEKK 


NOTHING. THE WIND, PERHAPS 
R RATS IN THE WALLS; THIS HOUSE 
IS VERY OLD. NO NEED TO BE ALARMED 
А GLASS OF SHERRY, TO W YOUR 
RIGHTEOUS BONES 


AYE, FLINT. AND METHINKS 

YE DO ALSO. WE ARE DEALING 

NITH NOTHING NATURAL HERE 
REWOLF PLAGUES THE LAND! 


HOW DROLL, REVEREND, TO 
HEAR THAT FROM YOUR LIPS! 
ANOTHER VENERABLE 
SUPERSTITION TRANSPLANTED 
FROM THE OLD COUNTRY TO 

RICH NEW SOIL 


WE SHALL SEE, WON'T WE? 
VERY WELL, THEN. YOU WOULD 
SLAY THE CHANGESKIN. HIS CRAFT 
IS UNLIMITED, HIS STRENGTH 
PRODIGIOUS, AND HIS RAGE THAT 

OF TWENTY MADMEN. BUT 


NOTHING CAN WARM ME 


AN ENT HAS DIED . AND I HAVE 


ARK OF THE BEAST. | 
к HIS DESTRUCTION! 


SEEN THE 


IT WOULD SEEM YOU 
ARE NOT YOURSELF TELL 
ME WHAT YOU WANT 


MOCK YE NOT A MAN OF THE 

SLOTH, BLASPHEMER ! YE WALK ON 

THE EDGE OF GOD'S SWORD WHILE | 

GRASP THE HILT! I KNOW YE KEN THE 

CHANGESKIN LORE, | NEED THAT 

KNOWLEDGE. | WOULD DEAL EVEN 
WITH THEE 


THERE IS ONE SURE WAY TO 
SLAY A WEREWOLF THE OLD WAY 
THE MAGIC WAY 
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YE KNOW THERE HAVE BEEN 


SEVERAL DEATHS IN THE DISTRICT 
SINCE LATE SUMMER. WOLF ATTACKS 


THEY SAY. THROATS TORN OPEN. 
BODIES MUTILATED. 


THE LOCALS BELIEVE IT 
WAS A ROGUE WOLF GONE 
BAD. OR A STARVING PACK 
DRIVEN SOUTH BY THE 
LEAN SUMMER 


ONE DOESN'T DABBLE IN THE 
ART. THERE IS A PRICE TO BE 
PAID -- A VERY DEAR PRICE! 
WILL YOU RENDER AN 
ACCOUNTING WHEN 
THE TIME COMES? 


I FEAR NOT THE SHADOWS 
FOR NO EVIL CAN PREVAIL 
AGAINST ME. EVEN MY BIRTHDATE, 
CHRISTMAS EVE, IS A SURE SIGN OF 
MY GOODNESS 


AND YOU KNOW WHO 
THIS MONSTER IS, EH? 


YES! HE BEARS THE MARK 
OF THE BEAST UPON HIS 
FOREHEAD, I'VE KNOWN, EVER 

s 


ON SUNDAY 


THE MINISTER THUNDERED 
FORTH FROM THE PULPIT TO HIS 


FRIGHTENED FLOCK 


AND LO! IN MY DREAM | SAW 
THE PANTING MONSTER TURN 
TOWARDS ME. GOUTS OF BLOOD 
MATTED HIS DARK FUR. AND | SAW 


THE HELL LIGHT DEPART FROM HIS 
EYES. FOR IT IS ORDAINED THAT / 
SHALL DELIVER US FROM 

HIS FOUL TOUCH! 


THAT AFTERNOON, AT THE ACORN INN 


NATHAIRE DU NORD. YE 
ARE THE ONE! YE ARE THE 


WHEN THE FULL 
DARK BEAST! 


MOON 
RISES, THE BITCHES FLAUNT 
THEIR GREY FLANKS AT THEE! 


! KNOW - YES, | KNOW. 


STAND UP DU NORD. 

STAND UP AND FACE GOD'S 

WRATH. YE STINK OF BLOOD 
AND WOLF SCENT! 


ES 2 1 


YE PRETEND TO KILL THE 
PACKS FOR THEIR FUR. BUT 
IN TRUTH, YE LEAD THEM 
YOUR WOLF BROTHERS 
ҮЕ EAT THEIR CARRION! 


GO! RUN! HIDE! 
SEEK THY FILTHY DEN 
AND THY BLOODY WHELPS! 
BY THEIR SIGNS SHALL 
YE KNOW THEM! 


FOUR WBBISSØLATER 
THE ТМО HUNTERS 
WAITED) ANXIOUS. Y 

iN TREJDARKNESS 

TO SEE WHAT THE 

UNWABY BAUD MIGHT 
LURE ROP Hein 

MMA 


WHYMPER! 
TO ME! FIRE YOUR 
WEAPON! 


1... FAILED. | COULD 
NOT SHOOT! AND NOW 
ANOTHER SOUL LOST! 


z x Su, 
GR Dow EO 


THE WATCH COMES! THEY 
MUST NOT FIND US HERE. YOUR 
PLAN FAILED. REVEREND: NOW 

WE'LL TRY MINE 
TOMORROW NIGHT 


AGAIN THE FULL MOON ROSE, CASTING 
HER SPECTRAL GLOW. THE SHADOW FROM 
THE CHURCH STEEPLE POINTED LIKE AN 
ACCUSING FINGER AT THE SLUMBERING TOWN 


HIST! THERE, IN THE 
DEEPER DARKNESS 
THE PACK! 


АҮЕ, FLINT 
AND BEHIND THEM. PLEASE! I FEEL ILL 
SEE THAT SHAPE? N IT'S SO HOT 


PARAGON OF VIRTUE. OUR 

DEF THE MAN WHO 
NFUL ORNAMENT 

5 PROVEN TO BE 


OF COURSE 
IT DOES HELP 
IF THE GUN 
IS LOADED, 


THE SILVER WORKED, JUST 
LIKE '€ SAID, MR. FLINT. LEAST 
NOW THE WOLFIES | HUNT WON'T 

BE TAINTED BY HIS KIND 


CERTAINLY, MR. DU NORD 
TAKE WHATEVER PELT 
YOU DEEM FIT 


А PITY, REALLY. REVEREND 
WHYMPER FOUGHT EVERY DARKNESS, 
EXCEPT THE ONE INSIDE HIMSELF. BUT 1 
GUESS NOW HE'S FINALLY GOTTEN 
THE POINT 


THE END 
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